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gun he could easily have killed one, and went down
the valley out of sight; three came up the valley,
taking the flank of the almost perpendicular rocks,
within shot of me, but at full gallop, and I fired at
the middle one of the group. They passed behind
a mass of rock as I fired, and two came out on the
other side. If I hit one I could not know, for the
place was inaccessible, but I hope that I missed. I
have often thought of the possibility that I might
have hit the poor beast, and sent him mortally
wounded amongst the rocks to die, and I never
recur to the incident without pain. It becomes
incomprehensible to me, as my own life wanes, how
I could ever have found pleasure in taking the lives
of other creatures filling their stations in the world
better than I ever did. The late educated soul pays
the penalty of earlier ignorance, but there is no
atonement to the victims.

I stayed at St. Martin while the plebiscite and
annexation to France took place. It was a hollow
affair, the voting being a mockery, but the Sardin^
ian government had never made itself seriously felt
in Savoy, for either good or ill; the people were a
quiet and law-abiding race, and while I was in the
country I never heard of a crime or a prosecution.
The regiments of Savoyard troops went into the
French army with ill will, and there was a bloody
fight between them and the French soldiers at
Lyons when the former went into the barracks
there.

I was at St. Martin when the Emperor and Em-back past the driver  and
